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Now, sir, your onion, which doth naturally
Attract the infection, and your bellows blowing
The air upon him, will show, instantly,
By this changed colour, if there be contagion;
Or else remain as fair as at the first.
Now it is known, Jt is nothing.
Per. You are right, sir.
Sir P. I would I had my note.
Per. Faith, so would I: But you have done well for once, sir.
Sir P. Were I false,
Or would be made so, I could show you reasons How I could sell this state now to the Turk, Spite of their galleys, or their -
Per. Pray you, Sir Pol.
Sir P. I have them not about me,
Per. That I feared: They are there, sir.
Sir P. No, this is my diary, Wherein I note my actions of the day.
Per. Pray you, let 's see, sir. What is here? Notandurn, A rat had gnawn my spur-leathers; notwithstanding, I put on new, and did go forth; but first I threw three beans over the threshold. Item, I went and bought two toothpicks, whereof one I burst immediately, in a discourse With a Dutch merchant, 'bout ragion del stato. From hun I went and paid a moccinigo For piecing my silk stockings: by the way I cheapened sprats; and at St Mark's I urined. 'Faith, these are politic notes!
Sir P. Sir, I do slip No action of my life, thus but I quote it.
Per. Belive me, it is wise!
Sir P. Nay, sir, read forth.